
The Hiftory of 

That were his Lackies, l cried hum, and well, goto, 

But markt him not a word ; 0,hee is astedious 
As a tyred Horfe, a ray ling, .Wife, 

Worfe then afmokie Houle. I had rather live 
With Cheefe and Garlike in a Wind-mill farre. 

Then feed on cates,andhave himtalke-tomee. 

In any Summer-houlc in Chriftcndome. 

Mor . In faith he was a worthy Gentleman, 

Exceeding well read and profited 
In ftrangeconcealements, valiant as a Lyon, 

And wondrous affable,, and as bountiful 1 
As Mines of India : fhall 1 tell you, Coufin, 

Hee holds your temper in a high refpe<fi. 

And curbs himfelfe,even of his naturall fcope, 
Whenycticoine crofl'ehis humor, faith hee does. 

I warrant you, that mas is not alive. 

Might fo have tempted him-, as you have done, 

Without the tafte of danger and reproofe : 

But doe not ufe it oft, let me intreat you. 

. Mor. In faith, my Lord, you are too wilfull blame. 
And fince your comming hither, have done enough 
To put him quite befides his patience. 

Y ou muft needs learne, Lord, to amend this fault. ■ 
Though fometimes it (hew greatneffe, courage, blood. 
And thats the deareft grace it renders you : 

Yet oftentimes it doth prelent harfh rage. 

Defeat of manners, want of Government , 

Pride, hautinefle, opinion, and diClaine j 
The lead ofwhich haunting a Nobleman , 

Lofeth mens hearts, and leaves behind a flaine 
Vpon the beautie of all parts befides. 

Beguiling them of commendation. 

Hot. Well, I am fchoold. Good-manners by your fpecd, 
Heere come our wives, and let us take qur leaves. 

, Enter Cjkndowcr,with the Ladies. 

Mor. This is the deadly fpight that angers me. 

My Wife canfpeake no Snglijb, I no JVelfh , 

gUn.yty daughter wecpes,fheele not part with you, 
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Henry the Fourth. 

Sfpelebe a foldier too, fhee’le to the warres 
Mr . Good father, tell her.that fhe,androy hunt Percy, 

Shall follow in your conduff fpeedily. 

, Glendovxr fpeakes to her in W slfh,anajbc anfwers 
him in the fame. 

Glen. Shee is delperate heere, r 

A peevi fh felfe will’d harlotry, one that no periwahon can doe 
good upon. 

T he Lady jpeakes in IVcljn. 
tJMor. I underfland thy lookes, that prety tVel J h i 
Which thoupowreft downe from thefe Iwelling Heavens. 

I am too perfeft inland but for fhams, 

Inliich a parley I could anfwerthce. 

Tie Lady againe in Welfh. 

Mor. I underfland thy kiffes, and thou mine. 

And that’s a feeling deputation : 

But I will never be a truant, love. 

Till I have learn’d thy language, for thy tongue 
Makes welpt as fweete as ditties highly pend. 

Sung by a faire Queene in a Summers bower. 

With ravifiiing divilion to her lute. 
glen. Nay, if thou melt, then will ihee runne mad. 

The Lady Jpeakgs againe in tVelfh. 

Mor, 0,1 am ignorance it felfe in this. 
glen. Shee bids you ontbe wanton rufhes lay you downe. 
And reft your gentle head upon her lap , 

And fiie will ling the Song that pleafeth you. 

And on your eyelids crowne the god of fieepe, • 

Charming your bloud with plealing heavinefi'c 
Making fuch difference betwixt wake and fleepe,. ^ 

As is the difference betwixt day and night. 

The houre before the heavenly harveft teeme 
Begins his golden progrefle in the Eafl. 

(Jislor. With all my heart i’le fit and hearc her fing. 

By that time will our Booke I thinke be d; awne. ' 
glen . Do fo : and thofe Muficians that fhall play to you* 

Hang in the Ayrca thoufand Leagues from hence. 

And ftraight they fhall be here, fit and attend, 

T S Ha, 










